HONGKONG—MACAO
one could see her reflecting, 'they're probably quite harm-
less,' 4Do you always9, she asked ironically, 'throw your
coats on the floor?' Before we left she wrote us an intro-
duction to the Hankow office of the Eighth Route Army.
The press conference this afternoon was particularly
dreary. Austria cast its shadow over us all, and the glib
evasions of the official war-bulletin made our hearts sink
with boredom and apprehensive despair. We sneaked out
early in the middle of an immense tactical lecture by a
Chinese correspondent lately returned from the front.
This evening we called at the offices of the Eighth Route
Army. They, too, are in the former Japanese Concession,
not far from the German headquarters. Everything seemed
very friendly and informal. We spent a quarter of an hour
with Comrade Po Ku, the Army's Hankow representative,
sitting on stools in a bare little room, and drinking glasses
of hot water into which a few tea-leaves had been dropped.
Po Ku himself took part in the Long March across the
Grasslands to the North-West. He is frail-looking, gentle-
voiced, and gay, with a slight squint. His movements ap-
pear somewhat numbed, as though he had stayed far too
long out in the snow.
Po Ku asked if we were thinking of visiting the Eighth
Route Army. We said, 4No—so many journalists have
been up there already, and written about it so well. Be-
sides, the journey requires more time than we could pos-
sibly allow.' Po Ku agreed, but suggested that after we
return to Hankow we might travel down to the south-
eastern front. Another Communist army (the new Fourth
Army) is being formed at Nanchang. If we cared to, he
would give us the necessary letters. We agreed that this
anight be a very good idea*
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